Your letters demanded them... 
and here they are! 
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fiJUSAN looked «t her wristwateh, then 
^ checked It with the clock m tin mantle- 
piece. It wh a quarter to threa. Allan should 
hive called over an hour ago. Sh« glanced at 

the telephone, gently reproachful at iu eilcnce. 
"Take it easy," the told herself. "Nothing must 
Upiet you today, because today u your twenty- 
firit birthday, and birthdays should be party 
days, gay days, 9 * 

Her presents lay on the couch where the 
had dumped them whan aha cam* home from 
the office this afternoon. She gated at them 
Indifferently, bacauae tonight would come 
something from him. At lean, aha hoped so. 

Why not? She had known Allan long enough 
to have proven to him how aha fait. Everything 
ehe could, aha did t* pleaae him. Whan he 
allowed a frown to disturb hie hand tome face 
and aald. "I don't like yon In green," aha put 
■aide the alothaa in the color ahe loved and 
bought draaaaa in ahada* of blue, hla favorite 
color. When be reached out and unpinned, the 
clu»i« of honey curia maieid like a little 
bunch of daffedllo on top of her head, ahe let 
It remain I alien around her shoulders. It wasn't 
W Mat, hut be liked k a*. And aba had given 
dp perfuro*, which ahe loved. because he hated 
the amall ml it 

Ha will call, ehe comtY.! ted herself, ev«n ii it 
wasn't at the time he promised. True, he hardly 
•ver did keep hla promise, calling houre later, 
•I tome time*, not at alL But ehe elweyi for- 
gave hun. The real-estate business had auch 
irreguiar hours, driving around ahowing people 
euterent house*. Besides, ha always explained 
U away with auch a charming smile that her 
annoyance melted like butter before the 
warmth of it. 

There was the time she had waited for him 
to uk< her to dinner and the theatre, waited 



until ahe ended up eating cold sandwiches off 
the kitchen table, aiono. 

"Darling," be explained afterwards, "it was 
one of those unexpected things again . . . Last 
minute some people came to town looking for 
a house. Forgive?" His eyes pleaded, yet he 
looked as confident as a spoilt child who has 
done wrong but knows his mother won't punish 
him. 

Fa* eau, bar anger hadn't melted but re- 
mained a solid lump in bar throat, "There's al- 
ways the telephone, you know, Allan. If you 
love me. you should be more considerate. All 
you bave to do is pick up the receiver and . . 
But he eaugbt her to him with a laugh and 
kiaaed bee "You're eute when you get mad. 
Svea your freckles get mad. Of course I love 
you, darling." 

"Very well," ftusan now thought, prove itl 
Call snoot Don't keep me waiting like thle. 
And let the present you promised be the one 
I expect from the man who claims he loves 

m»p 

"U doesn't have to be a large diamoud — it 
could even conic iron the dime store — and 
I'd let yew slip U en my finger and It would be 
a token, the promise *t * life together." 

The telephone was silent. "I should do sonic- 
thing." SUHD thought, "instead of sitting hero 
biting my nails, Oo ahead," ahe told herself, 
"open the presents, or they'll start playing 
Incidental musle for you: AU ilone by th* 
i#/epAon« . . ." 

the forced herself to rise and turn away. It 
would ring, whether aha watched It or not. 
Susan opened the packages, thinking what a 
grand bunch they were down at the office. 
Three pairs of nylons from Muriel, the switch- 
board girl; a wispy chiffon nighigown from 
Kay and Sarah who. wrwt.* on the card, "You 



«*n throw tht old red lUnnsI* away now." 
tus«n smiled. The dear Billies. 

Then a small package — perfume from Roy 
Branders, the magazine artist. She put it down 
gently, feeling a pang at his thoughtfulness. 
Roy remembered she loved perfume. Roy was 
nice. In fact, if it wasn't for Allan, Susan 
Thought, she would certainly have encouraged 
Roy. Everytime he passed her desk, Roy 
paused, his gray eyes lighting with hope. "I 
got tickets for a play this weekend . . ." he 
would say shyly. But Susan would have to 
shake her head and say, "Thanks, Roy. I'm 
afraid I can't go with you." 

Roy would look at his feet and mumble, 
"Guess I'm out of the running, huh, Susan?" 

And she had to nod gently. "I'm afraid so, 
Roy. But thanks just the same.'* 

She put away her presents and slammed the 
dresser drawer in sudden anger. She rehearsed 
what she would say. "Look here, Allan, I've 
given up a lot of things for you, and a really 
very nice guy down at the. office. It's time . . ." 

It was overtime t Shadows were creeping 
across the floor, reaching out with long, hushed 
fingers to point at her lonely figure lurking 
near th« phono. 

Still hopeful, Susan picked up the phone. 
The wire was long enough to extend to the 
bathroom. She placed it on the little stool 
next to the tub. But still it didn't ring, nor did 
It while sh« was dressing. 

Maybe lie was tied up and would drop in 
without calling.'"We'll have dinner at the Pea- 
cock Room to celebratt your birthday," Allan 
had said. Right now, Susan thought, sh« would 
aettle for a cafeteria, if he'd only show hia 
handsome faca. 

Her hair freshly combed straight down, her 
blue dress bluarjfor tht twilight, she sat In a 
chair struggling with her pride. She bad n«v«r 
ssttsd aim but thii i» m (is* Urn 



pride. There could bo that one chance in a 

million that something was wrong. 

His sister's serene voice answered. After a 
moment's hesitation, Susan asked for Allan. 

"Oh, Allan was here. He came home aboul 
an hour ago. He changed his clothes and left.' 

"Did he say where he was going?" Susan 
asked, feeling suddenly bold. 

"He did mention a party tonight. Who shall 
I say is calling?" 

"Oh," Susan said slowly, "never mini 
Thank you;" 

She felt suddenly cold and shivered. Allan 
hadn't mentioned a party to her. The least ha 
could have done was call and break tht data, 

Susan looked at the clock. It was seven- 
thirty. 

How often, in the past year, had he lied to 
her? She didn't want to know. She got up and 
went to her bedroom. She removed the blue 
dress and put on a green silk that clung to her 
body softly, the embrace of an old friend. Then 
she raised the honey hair from her shoulders, 
pinning it high on her head. 

She was about to leave when the phone rang. 
She let it ring several times, then answered. 

AKL1NG," Allan said, "I'm so sorry. 
" I'm still at the Branford place, Thi» 
couple can't seem to make up their minds about 
buying. Look honey, it will take at least an 
hour to drive back to town. Suppose I drop 
over tomorrow . , . hello, are you still there?" 
"Go on, I'm listening." 

"And I have such a nice present for you , . . 
"I don't think I'll take it, Allan. You see, I 
just got the best kind of a birthday gift," 
"What do you mean?" 

"The perfect present," Susan Hid calmly* 
•'I'y. given m* back to myself!" 
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THE MOST POPULAR 
PICTURE-LOVE STORY 
MAGAZINE! 



You may meet him anywhere... 

the man of your dreams, at any 
time, in some unsuspected place! 

Your eyes will meet... 

and you will know this is it! 

But will you be destined to lose him, 

to yield his arms and kisses because of 
the bitter, heart-rending mistakes of 
others? Or will yours be. ..an 
eternal fulfillment! 

IN SWEETHEARTS... YOU MAY LEARN 
OF LOVE'S INNERMOST CONFLICTS! 
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